
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



FOOTNOTES 



I MAGDALEN 



God made my body slim and white 
To be men's torture and men's delight. 

God made my heart a wayside inn, 
And there the guests keep merry din. 

God left my soul a lamp unlit — 
But only God ever thinks of it. 

II — HARVEST 

I sowed my thought like seed. 

Up sprang a noxious weed. 
I shall sow my thought again : a flower may be the meed. 

My thought is hard and cold; 

The soil is worn and old: 
What if marybuds should rise and turn the earth to gold? 



Ill 

I who had sought God blindly in the skies — 
Listening for heaven to thunder forth my name, 

Waiting for doves descending to my head, 
Looking to see the bushes burst in flame — 
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Went from the temple with a weary throng 
Of questions in my soul, and told my grief 

To the heart of the yellow flower with the scent 
Of citrus clinging to its pointed leaf. 

IV 

I shall not sing again of love — 

I weary of the old unrest. 
(But like a hangman, love has burned 

His crimson emblem on my breast; 

But, like a hangman, love has set 
A crimson scar my heart above.) 

Yea, I am wearied with old pain — 
I shall not sing again of love. 



V 

I took my sorrow into the woods, 
Saying, "Nature will bend to me 

And hold me close; and her quiet moods 
Shall be as physician and friend to me." 

Looking to hear her rivers sigh 

Because my heart was worn with grief, 

To hark the thunders break her sky, 
To catch the moan of her aspen leaf, 
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I carried my sorrow to Nature's breast: 
And, behold, her sky was the gladdest blue 

And a laughing demon her breeze possessed! 
How did I dream that Nature knew? 

VI 

Lips you were not anhungered for, 

And those that won your praises, 
A century hence will blossom out 

In little purple daisies. 

Eyes that smiled lightly into yours, 
And eyes that frowned on you — 

Ah, soon, not Love himself might know 
The brown eyes from the blue. 

Yes, even he will come to dust, 

And even beauty passes, 
That crumbling flesh may feed the growth 

Of the hungry-rooted grasses. 

VII 

Behind the house is the millet plot, 

And past the millet, the stile ; 
And then a hill where melilot 

Grows with wild camomile. 
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There was a youth who bade me goodby 
Where the hill rises to meet the sky. 
I think my heart broke ; but I have forgot 
All but the scent of the white melilot. 

VIII 

Though you should whisper 

Of what made her weep, 
She would not hear you — 

She is asleep. 

Though you should taunt her 

With ancient heart-break, 
She would not listen — 

She is awake. 

Passion would find her 

Too cold for dishonor. 
Candles beside her, 

Roses upon her! 

IX 

Now have I conquered that which made me sad — 
The bitterness and anguish and regret. 
Yea, I have conquered it. And yet — and yet — 

The moaning of the doves will drive me mad. 

Muna Lee 
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